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The Cyclops. 


In Idyllium, tranſlared from Theoeritus. Inſerib'd to 
Dr. Garth, 


O Gods nor Men can cure a Lover's Grief, 
Or give the ſick ning Youth ſincere Relief. 

To heal his Wounds, the Vale no Med'cine yields; 

The Groves no Herbs, no Balm the flow'ry Fields; 

No wayward Power with ſtrange prevailing Art, 

Can charm the Paſſion of a love- ſick Heart. 

In am'rous Slaves, {till Grief is unconfin d, 

No magick Numbers circumſcribe the Mind. 

Dear to the God, whom bright Latona bore, 

In Sea-girt Delos, near the Oazy Shore. 

Not all your Art, nor Drugs, has Pow'r to move 

The ſtubborn Seeds of radicated Love. 

Muſick alone the Wretched can encline 


To gentle Eaſe, and Numbers ſmooth as thine. 
Thus Polyphemns, when he'd ſuffer'd long, 
Atlay'd his Sorrows with harmonious Songs. 
His numerous Flock lay Icatter'd o'er the Plains, 
Whilſt on the Beach their mournful Lord complains. | 
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(4) 
Her Lover, why does Galatea ſhun, - 
Wild as the Kids, which on the Mountains run. 


Plump as the Grapes, whoſe am'rous Cluſters twine 
Round lofty Elms, and ſparkling as the Wine. 
When drowſy Sleep my weary'd Senſe ſubdues, 
My waking Mind the lovely Object views: 
But when the Day returns its Roſy Light, 
(The Day more cruel than the datkeſt Night) 

he lovely Fair glides through th extended Main, 
And all my Paſſion and my Sighs are vain. 
The Wanton flies like Lambs, which Wolves perſue, 
Fierce to Mankind, I'm foft and kind to you. 
Curſe of the Hour when by my Mother brought. 
Blue Hyacintbs the lovely Charmer ſought, 
And ſearch'd for Poppies in Sicilian Fields, 


To deck that Breaſt which too much Sweetneſs yields. 


Proud of the Toil I did each Valley ſhow, 
And gave Occaſion for my future Woe. I 

Too well I know the Cauſe of all my Pain, 

Why Galatea does her Slave diſdain. | * 

Tis true, rough Briſtles do my Skin invade, 

And buſhy Hairs my manly Temples ſhade. 

The Grace of Fields, is rip'ning Ears of Corn, 
And verdant Leaves the lofty Woods adorn. 
Beſides, in Strength, none can the Cyclops wrong, 
And Syrens charm'd, attentive hear my Song. 
Come to my Bow'r, and ſhun the dewy Night; 
To this Receſs a thouſand Charms invite. 

Here Poplars grow, through which a ſilver Rill 
Of Water flows from Ætna's burning Hill. 

Two Cubs I caught, the Mother Bear aſleep, 
And the young Brutes for Galatea keep. 

Alas! no Vows the cruel Fair perſwade; 

Sun her Diſdain, and court a kinder Maid. 


On 


And ſwore by 


e Clouds had ſcarce began to riſe, 
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On the Reverend thrice Ten-Talented 


Parſon of Gert. 


A Poor raw Curate, lewd, 1 and dull, 
With a Head empty, and a C—piece full; 


With Pride, Diſeaſe, thin Cheeks, and thinner Britches 


More P than Pence, more Lechery than Riches ; 
To act a Prieſt and Pimp, and get a Living, 
From 7 T and Stews, was hither driven: 


Or for our Sins, to curſe the Place 


With Infamy, Diſtempers, and his Race; 


Slander, Debauch, Clap, Cuckoldry, and Dice, 


His great Improvements, cruſted o'er with Vice. 
He with a monſter T , and Impudence, 


(Thoſe Nature's kind Amends for want of Senſe) 
Puſh'd at a Widow's Perſon, and her Riches, 


At once to pay his Debts, and curry both thcir Itches. 
Theſe and his Luck fo recompenc'd. his Labour, 
That to his Pipe he quickly brought her Tabor 
he beat her Welcome Home, 
*Bove thirty Points of War upon her Drum. 

May ſuch a Deed of ſuch a Prieſt, 


Become a Grub-ftreet Tale, and Widwife's Jeſt ; 


And may more Doggrel Rhimeſters join 

To ſing his Praiſe in Verſe like mine; 

That his lewd Fame be heard in future Time, 
And DD G {ſtand immortaliz d in Rhime. 


On the Mar. of M.... A Dream. 


By a Perſon of Quality. 


And Ev'ning Shades ſpread o'er the gloomy Skies. 
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Scarce had the Golden Chariot of the Sun 

Its fated Race on fiery Axels run, 

When mournful Herds, with Lowings on the Plain, 
Secm'd to invite his warm Return in vain. 

The neighb'ring Swains did te ſoft Reſt repair, 

And weary'd Minds unbent their Souls from Care. 
"Twas then the wretched Strephon, worn with Grief 


And reſtleſs Cares, fought from thick Shades, Relief. 


In vain he ſought, with anxious ls oppreſt, 

To eaſe the Tortures of his lab'ring Breaſt. 

Long with a hopeleſs Paſſion had he ſtrove ; 

In vain he ftrugg!'d, when oppreſs d by Love. 
Urg'd by bis Sorrows, penſively he trod 

The wild'ring Mazes of a lone Wood, 

Where Joy ne er enter'd; cloſed from human Eye, 
He courts his Grief in lonely Privacy. 


Near a kind Stream, whoſe gentle Waters roſe 
In Murmurs, as affected with his Wocs, 


Silently penſive ſate the wretched Swain, 
Tho much oppreſs'd, unwilling to complain. 
The drowſy God, that careful Sorrow flies, 
And rarely ftoops to viſit Lovers Eyes, 

Won by lus *Plaints, and troubl'd at his Woes, 
in welcome Slumber grants him ſoft Repoſe : 
When ſtrait appear'd before his fancy'd Sight, 
A Form amazing, exquiſitely bright : 

The Grove did with unuſual Luſtre ſhine, 
And body'd 8 form'd a Shape divine; 
Softer than Roſes, and as Angels fair, 


Beyond what even raptur'd Poets dare. 

Expreſs in Thought, and higheſt Extacy, 
When they the loftieit Flights of Fancy try. 
Not ſuch was Hellen, when the am'rous Boy, 
Viewing her Charms, gave up the Fate of Troy. 
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Not ſuch appear'd the ſmiling Queen of Love, 
When for the Prize the wanton Goldels ſtrove. 
Nor yet expos'd to the fond Shepherd's View, 
Such Charms as theſe, which might rhe Gods ſubdue. 
Had hers been there; had Paris ſeen her Kyes, 
The Cyprian Queen had loſt the Golden Prize. 
The Swain aroſe, and Adoration pay'd, * 
For ſoon he knew the viſionary Maid; 
And in her Charms, the Cauſe of all his Pain, 
For which he'd ſpent ſo many Nights in vain. 
With greedy Joy he gaz'd upon the Fair, 
And thus ſubmiſhvely expreſs'd his Care. 

O! more than Mortal, brighteſt of thy Kind ! 
What God, indulgent to my Woes, inclin'd 
Thy beauteous Form to leave its bleſs'd Abodes, 
And viſit diſmal Wretchedneſs in Woods ? 
Or ar't thou come a tyrannizing Shade, 
To view with Scorn thoſe Wounds your Eyes have made? 
But whether led by Pity, or by Hate, 
Bleſs d be the Cauſe that makes me hug my Fate: 
Bleſs'd be the Means that grant me this Succeſs, 
A pleaſing, unexpected Happineſs. 

More had he ſaid, when a paternal Frown, 
Did all his riſing Joys in Sorrow. drown 
Clouded his Brows, and left him no Defence, 
Her Father's Image ſhock'd his ſleeping Senſe : 
Ghaſtly the Shade appear'd, his Viſage pale, 
Where all the Marks of Sternneſs did prevail: 
His Eyes ſupinely benr, portending Care, | 
Languid as thoſe of dying Lovers are, 5 
Had all th ill-boding Marks of black Deſpair. 
Silent he ſtalk d Majeſtically round, 
And with unwholſome Damps, diſtain'd the Ground. 
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Proudly, at length, in a diſdainful Tone, 
He hoarſly ſpoke, What Means thy fruitleſs Moan ? 


Or what thy dreaming Foys © Raſh Touth forbear, 
„ My Will and Fate deny Adareſſes * there. 
„ This faid, he diſappear'd, and left the Swain, 
| Condemn'd to endleis Night, to endleſs Pain. 
Strephon, the Phantom knew, and now no Beam 
Of Hope remains to chear his Thoughts in Dream; 
Starting he wakes, nor moans his hapleſs State; 


For he that dares complain, deſerves his Fate. 
Velut ægri Somnium, 
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Ou a Flea biting a Lady's Boſom. 
| A Mhitious Creature! that dares ſoar ſo high, 
Thou well deſerves like Phaeton to die. 
What Fiend can make you wound a Breaſt ſo fair? 
Tis Sacriledge to taſte the Beauties there. 
In all but you, her Charms can ſtrike an Awe, 
And from the ſurlieſt Brutes, Submiſſion draw: 
Even God-like Man, her Roſy Charms ſurprize, 
Lord of the World, he falls Pere her Eyes. 
How dare you then bathe in that purple Flood, 
Or let your impious Thirſt prophane her Blood? 
Arxicher Feaſt ne'er pious At hiops dreſt, 
Tho Jove himſelf was their Illuſtrious Gueſt. 
Monarchs would work for one ſo charming bright, 
If on her Boſom they might reſt at Night. 
For Freedoms which ſuch footy Inſects take, 
Kings would their Crowns, Gods would theirHeav'n for- 


TakeCare, bold Wanton, to revenge her Smart, (ſake. 
Leaft Cupid wound you with a Golden Dart. 
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(9): 
A thouſand Loves ſurround the blooming Fair, 
Sport on her Breaſt, and guard the Beauties there. 
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8 To Mr. Sten —et. 
Wb. need J hear, if Duty did not call, 
Write to your Praiſe > Your Work has done it all. 

In the rough Sketch your ſudden Fancy drew, 

You ſhew what ſtrong Deſigns you had in View. 

By theſe ſlight Touches of a careleſs Hand, 

You've prov'd what maſter-Strokes you can command. 

Your Colours, laſting as the Length of Time, 

Fear no Decay, for ever in their Prime. 

Happy! if Men would all incline like you, 

To act the Painter, and the Poet too. 

Such awful Numbers, ſuch majeſtick Grace, 

Your Poem wears, and that ætherial Face, 

That Sions King had us d your bolder Lays, 

Had he now .liv'd, and ſang his Poet's Praiſe. 

What can the Bridegroom, or the Bride refuſe, 

To ſo illuſtr'ous, ſo divine a Muſe ? | 

Tender is he, ſo jealous of his Fair, 

He will not truſt her to a Siſter's Care, 

Leaſt wanton Joys her lovely Youth betray, 

As harmleſs Sheep upon the Mountains ſtray. 

With equal Tenderneſs the fair One woes, 

And her lov d Lord ver Hills and Valcs perſues. 
Hail ! happy Bard, that could their Loves repeat, 

Let me once more lay Lawrels at your Feet. 

No Mortal Bays your tev'rend Temples necd ; 

Eternal Chaplets crown your awful Head. 
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To Sion 's lo Top your Muſe aſcends, 
Thither her Flight the Heav'nly Virgin bends. 
You need not here a Helliconian Nine, 2 


The charming Hierarchy of Heav'n are thine, 
Who taſte the ſacred Wells of Life divine. 

You want no fictious Pegaſus for Speed, 

Seraphick Wings ſupply the Poet's Need. 

He's ſure of Pinions to ſu nk his Flight, 

Who does of Heav'n, and Heav'nly Things indite. 


- 
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On Celia's being let Blood in the Foot. 


As to the Depth of Mountains, gently run 
The Tears of Snow, firſt in their Heads begun; 

So from her Cheeks. Mæand ring Rivers flow, 
Thro' azure Channels, to her Feet below. 
Her ebbing Veins contending Colours grace, 
And White and Red ſtrive in her bluſhing Face. 
Ten thouſand Charms in her Complexion play, 
Which brighter grow as the Red Waves decay. 
As Berries bruis d, (their juicy Plumpneſs gone) 
A Tincture leave of their Complexion ; 
So in her Cheeks a Roſy Bluſh remains, 
Confeſſing Beauty in its cximſon Stains. 
The Blood that once the Charmer us d ſo well, 
Which kiſsd her Lips, and did thoſe Rubies ſwelk 
Proud of ſo a > Pena now boil'd high, 

Has with Ambition rais d its purple Dye; 

Which, when ſhe ſaw grow ſaucy with her Face, 

Out with her Foot ſhe kick d it in Diſgrace. 


Or 
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( 12 ) 
On Artemiſia's Piqure. 


—_ hath ftruck me with Pygmalion's Dart, 
painted Image wounds my bleeding Heart; 

But yet ſome Hopes the ſilent Shadows give, 
The Painter's Art permits her Slave to live. 
No Change of Look this ſettl'd Face can move, 
Now ta. diſcloſe her Anger, now her Love. 
Perpetual Kindneſs dwells upon her Eyes, 
Which can't hey Soul by guilty Smiles diſguiſe. 
But, oh! his Art the Painter 5 for ſook, 
A conſtant Smile adorns her lovely Look. 
No Sign appears of her too certain Change, 
Nor of a Mind by Fate defign'd to range. 
Friendſhip and Frowns her genuine Looks beſtow, 
Falſe as the Colours of the gaudy Bow. | 
But if you would her perfect Image view, | 
Rip up my Heart, and there you'll find the True. , 
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A Fable. 1A 


N Aſop's Time, a wretched Man we find, | 
Whole Age and Comfort equally declin'd :: = 
He in two Wives had two domeſtick IIls, | 
Of diff rent Ages both, and diff rent Wills. 
One pluck'd his black Hairs out, and one his grey; 
The Man, for Quietneſs, did both ohey, 
'Till the whole Pariſh ſaw his Head quite bare, 
And thought he wanted Brains, as well as Hair, 


Mora 
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(a) 
Moral. 


If one contentious, domineering Wife, 1 
Can blaſt the Pleaſures ofa happy Life. 
What wretched Fate does that curſs'd Mortal end, 

Whom two uxotious Chains to Sorrow bind ? - | 
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On a Mole in his M; ref 5 ec, 
that Hinder d him from Hecping. 


1 once, when the Creation wanted Light, 
And Nature's Birth-day was a cloudy Night, 
The Beauty there, which ad not yet appear, 

Was by the Brightneſs of a Sun made clear ʒ 

And Men could ne'er have ſeen what God had made, 
Had not his Luſtre over-ſhin'd the Shade. 

Her Beauty thus, for Mortal Eyes too clear, 

Doth by the Mercy of a Mole appear : 

And Men could ne'er have ſeen what Breaſt he bad, 
Were not her Luſtre temper d by that Shade. 

As One a Reading in a Room, when Heat 

And Light with Fury on his Temples beat, 

He draws a thinner Curtain on the Glaſs, 

And brings a milder Light upon his Face: 

So Nature, when this Copy the begun, 

And meant to make'the Book it ſelf a Sun, 

Took Pity on our Eyes, and put this Spot, 
Making the Writing fairer by the Blot. 

Our Law allows not of a Writ, wherein 

One Blurr doth make an Error and a Sin. 

But ſure Jam, no Lawyer could have e er 


This Copy read, had not that Daſh been there, 


Some 
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Some ee make Things greater ſeem, 
As little Black-moors do attend a Queen. 


The Moon hath, for her Spots, more glorious been, 
And made Men think Ther World therein. 
Why may not we think, when her Breaſt we ſee, 
An unknown Land under this Mole may be? 
So Things conceal'd, make us ſuſpect a Wonder, 
As from a dark hot Cloud we fear a Thunder. 
Thus doth my Miſtreſs, in her Boſom ſway, 
With equal Empire, over Night and Day. 
Hence the Diſturbance of my Thoughts do riſe, 
That with Repoſe I never ſhut my Eyes. | 
Such Wonders are effected in her Breaſt, 
This Night of hers will never let me reſt. 


To the Ingemous William Wycher- 
ley, £/q; 

W Hile Addifon's triumphant Verſe proclaim, 

Loud as the ecchoing Tongues of buſy Fame, 

Th immortal Hero, and his great Campaign 

On Blenheim's ever memorable Plain. 

While lofty Privy paints the glorious Scene 

Of God-like Naſſau paſſing o'er the Boyae, 

And draws the Chief as he undaunted ſtood, 

Like bold Achilles, circled by the Flood. 

While tuneful Congreue, in harmonious Strains, 


Deſcribes the Paſſions of the Nymphs and Swains: 
While charming Numbers, aud {ad Notes deplore, 


That Great and Good Pajtora * is no more. * Late L. Mary. 


Awake your Muſe, raiſe her unactive Head, 
And once again in comick Buſkins tread, | 
| | 11 Which 
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Which has ſo oft rejoyc'd th' admiring Pit 
With eaſy, yet ſurprizing Turns of Witt. 
Wit's mighty Empire, and the World's in Pan, 
Till they behold a Manly once again, 
Or ſome ſuch Character, as juſt and true; 
Which all Men know muſt only come from you. 
The ſinking Stage by you will ſoon revive, 
Nor can it fail, when you Aſſiſtance give. 
Dances and Songs will make a poor Defence 
Againſt the Charms of your ſuperior Senſe. 
Show with Machines to diſtant Climates flies, 
From Wit like yours, which can inſtruct the Wiſe. 


Sylvia's Opleen | rented againſt 15 ber 


Monkey for breaking ber Looking= 


Glaſs. 2 
Onfounded Brute, fly from my Sight; be gone; 
D'ye know, miſchievous Raſkal, what you've done? 
Dye ſee the lovely Mirror on the Floor, 
In which I dreſs'd my pretty Face before ? | 
Your Apiſh Tricks, your Scar-a-mouch Grimace, 
And what I thought ſo taking in your Face, | 
Cannot the Loſs of that brigkt Glaſs retrieve. 
And by my Life! you ſhall no longer live. 
Here, Porter, take him; let him die out- right; 
F can't endure the Varlet in my Sight. | 
Hold - 3 by theſe Hands the roguiſh Monſter dies; 
But Ladies Af murder with their Eyes. 
Go hang him. Pru, I charge you ſee it done, 
Or look for a ſevere Rebuke anon. * 
Let John the Coach-man, my Commands fulfil, 
The Ape may ferve to lead old Maids in Hell. 


G. 
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Go then forthwith : Bur ftay, I muſt reprieve, 
And gainſt my Will, the ugly Brute forgive, 
Did I fay ugly? No, he is not ſo; & 
Then run, call John, and bid him let him go. 
Come, pretty Pugg, come to my Arms, my Dear; 
Let Rogues and n Cut-throats Halters fear. 
Pretty ſt of Creatures, thou ar't my Delight, 
By Day my Sport, my pleaſing Joy by Night. 


A Jong. 


E T's love, my Sylvia, while we can, 
L While now tis in our Pow'r ; 


Since Life's but an uncertain Span, 
Let's uſe the preſent Hour. 


What grave old Dotards ſay, ne er mind; 
But Love with Life enjoy. 

How you tranſport me when you're kind ! 
But kill me when you re coy. 


Love then, bright Goddeſs ; love the Slave 
Who does your Charms adore; 

From Death redeem him, and the Grave, 
Since Life's in Hias Pow'r. 
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The Scholar's Litany. 
FF Poverty and Diſ content; 
From Duns, and from — 28 | 
And rigid College- Government; 
14 8 „ vo Joan As Libera ms, 


From 
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From ragged. Gown, and broken Cap; 
From Pox, and Symptoms of the Clap; 
Croſs Tutors too, and ſuch Miſhap; 

Libera nos. 
From gr and from their double Scores; 
Old Bed-makers, and dirty Whores ; 
And Burſer, who {pange what's y/ Poors z 
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From Aichouts Man, who will not tick, 
Or ſend us Liquor when we're lick, 
But wiſhes us with damn d old Nick ; 
Libera nos. 
From rotten Meat, and four. ſmall Beer, 
And crabbed Proctors all the Lear; 
From Cambridge Hacks, and fenny Air; 
Libera nos. 
From Viſiter near Twelve at Night; 
From Dean, and fuch unpleaſant Sight; 
From Ruſh, that ſcarce gives any Light; ; 
berg nos. 
From Commons in the Time of Lent, 
When pamper'd Fellows ſhould repent 3 
From being to the Caſtle ſent; 
Libera os. 
From ſmoky Chiminy; and bad Room; 
From breaking Necks, when reeling Home, 
And from Expulſions final Doom; 


* * 
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An Epitaph» on Dr. TT 


IEre lies a Prophet for a While; he's not to lie ſo long, 


Wrcng. be rais d; if not, by — they do him 


The 


(47) 


The Life you've led, believe me Man, can ne'er be liv'd 

The Prophevies which you believ'd, are empty all, and 

Alas | dow could they free a Brother from the ſilent 

Who fone Laws of Fate and Death, themſelves can 
never fave? 
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A Specimen of Lucan. 
The Argument of the firſt Bok. 


XK 7 Hat fertile Seeds Rome's civil Wars begun, 
And whence the Source of her Misfortunes ſprung, 

The Poet fings. A Scene of Horror draws 
And flatters Nero with unjuſt Applauſe. | 
The Death of Craſſus, and fair Fulia's Fate, | 
Unbind the e Union of the State. 
. Ceſar's Battalions boldly Rome invade, 
Urg'd by his Wrongs, by Cris fiercer made. 
The frighted Senate various Courſes take, 
Their City they, Pompey does them forſake. 
In vain the Prieſts ſtrive to avert her Doom, 
Preſaging Omens ſpeak the Fall of Rome. 


Lucan done into Engliſh. 
Part of the firſt Book, ending with theſe Words : 


Alta ſedent civilis vulnera dextræ. 


Sing the Victors, with themſelves at Odds, 
And civil Wounds caus'd by th immortal Gods. 


K Pharſalian 
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Pharſalian Plains with dead Patricians fill'd, 
Fathers by Sons, and Sons by Fathers kill'd. 
The Romans Hands with Roman Murders ſtain'd, 
Deſerted Faith, and ſacred Laws prophan'd, 
Related Pow'rs againſt themſelves combin'd, 
And Kindred-Troops in dreadful Battel join'd. 
Confronted Youth, that Arms reſembling bear, 
And hoſtile Eagles charging in the Air. 

What Luſt of Battel 5 what licentious Rage, 
Could Roman Youth in civil Feudsengage ? 
The lab'ring World, by their Diſſentions freed, 
Securely ſmiles, to ſee the Victors bleed. 

; Gods ! that our Youth ſhould plough a barren Field, 
Whoſe purple Toils no Fame nor Triumphs yield ! 
When Babylon's proud Walls and golden Tow'rs 
Had fell ſubmiſſive to the Roman Pow'rs, 

Lo in the Duſt 
And unreveng'd, the melancholy Ghoſt 
Of Craſſus, wander'd on the Stygian Coaſt. 
By Sea and Land, what Empires had we gain'd, 
With half the Blood Pharſalian Vallies ſtain d? 
The Eaſtern Climes, which view the riſing Sun, 
And Realms that ſee his Horſes downwards run; 
Where yawning Hills with ſultry Vapours glow, 
Or Rocks lie cover'd with eternal Snow : 
Regions which no returning Summer warms, ö 
Ere this had bended to the Roman Arms, | 
The vanquith'd Medes had crown d our Warlike Toil, N 
And Nations conſcious of the Sourſe of Nile. 
But if with Peace, imperial Rome, thou'rt cloy'd, 
Wage civil Wars when all the World's deſtroy'd : 
As yet unconquer'd Troops thy Arms provoke, 
And Parthian Realms refuſe thy ſervile Yoke : 
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Now, that the Forum's ſilent as the Night, 

And nodding Walls a few SpeQators fright, 

That through our Towns no buſy Traders paſs, 
Nor human Feet tread the luxurious Graſs ; 

That Age and Youth their Houſehold Gods forſake, 
And rural Swains no joyful Harveſt make. 

'Thele UI to Pyrrhus, we nor Carthage owe, 

But from our Selves receive the deadly Blow, 


— —_— 


— 


1o my Lady Mary H=---d, 


An innocent young Beauty. 


\ y Her heedleſs Youth the wiſeſt Boſom warms. 
Her careleſs Glances ſhoot reſiſtleſs Ill, 
And ſure as Death her random Arrows kill. 
Such Roſy Beauties paint the riling Sun, 
And ſcorch the World ere half his Race is done. 
So Venus look'd, when from the briny Main 
The Goddeſs roſe, and charm'd th* ætherial Plain; 
When modeſt Bluſhes did the Virg'r grace, 
And untaught Smiles adorn'd her intant Face. 
In Golden Nets, ere Vulcan caught the Fair, 
And Paris ſaw her Heav'nly Beauties bare. 
Ere o'er the Lawns ſhe with Adonis fled, 
And her black Lord mourn'd his deſerted Bed. 
When wanton Love was innocent and young, 
And the wild God upon her Boſom hung, 
Before his Mother, near Scamander's Shore, 


To Great Anchiſes, juſt Aineas bore. 


Hat killing Force has Laura's blooming Charms ! 


_- — — — 


As many Charms in Laura's Youth are ſeen, 

As once adorn'd the lovely Cyprian Queen. 

By Time her Beauties more reſiſtleſs grow, 

Fiercer our Flames, and deſperate our Woe. 

Her fatal Looks do either Sex ſurprize, 

With Pain the Fair view her bewitching Eyes. 
Each am'rous Maid fighs for her dear-lov'd Swain, 
Conſcious the Youth may wear a nobler Chain. 
Bright in her Self, ſhe needs no wanton Art, 

No fict ious Beauty to inſnare a Heart. 

Her modeſt Garb does no looſe Eyes invite, 

But like her Soul, is innocent and white. 

Happy that Youth, who ſhall the Fair perſwade, 
And to his Wiſhes bring the lovely Maid. 

The God of Marriage ſhall the Nuptials grace, 
And light his Torch at her enchanting Face, 
Eternal Love, by ſolid Vertue led, 

And Heav'n's chaſt Queen ſhall grace the genial Bed. 
But far from thence, Lucina ſhall remove 

The Cyprian Goddeſs, and unlawful Love. 

No wild Deſires ſhall touch their conſtant Hearts, 
But Love ſhall pierce them with his golden Darts : 
For this bleſs'd Youth, Fate does a Bride prepare, 
Chaſt as Lucretia, and as Helen fair. | 


Py —_— 
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To the Rev. Dr..... at Cambridge. 


W Iſely you there enjoy a calm Retreat, 
The Muſes Bleſſings, and the Sweets of Wit. 


Knowledge in all her lovely Parts you view, 
And the coy Maid through cach Receſs perſue. 
When gentle Night 8 the Cares of Day, 
Your Blood grows warmer with the Sun's Decay. 


In 
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In harmleſs Mirth the tedious Minutes paſs, 

And Healths ſincere crown ev'ry flowing Glaſs. 
Urg'd by true Zeal, you often change the Scene, 
Imploring Bleſſings on the Church and Queen. 
Muſick, as ſweet as that of Lutes divine, 
Augments your Bliſs, and mixes with your Wine. 
Thus Day and Night your buſy Mind you pleaſe, 
Charm'd with a ſprightly, not luxurious Eaſe. 
In Reaſon's ſacred Paths you wilely tread, 
Taught by the Morals of the vertuous Dead. 
Your lab'ring Mind does ev'ry Art attain, 
Revolving Authors ſacred and prophane. 

The Beſt you chuſe, the Worſt neglected lie, 
And uſeleſs Pages in Oblivion die. 

Thus in a quiet, undiſturb'd Retreat, 

You form your Soul for ſomething nobly Great, 
At other Times, the God of Verſe looks down, 
And does your Labour with Applauſes crown. 
The ſtudious Youths, their lonely Cells forſake, 
Pleas'd with the Muſick you fo well can make. 
Admiring Granta does your Numbers bleſs, 
Which fix a Paradice in Colledges. 

Pardon me, Sir, if you my Wonder raiſe, 

And turn our ancient Friendſhip into Praiſe ; 
You merit all, and more than I can give, 

Whoſe deathleſs Fame muſt to all Ages live. 
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Ihe General Lower. 


XHAx various Ways the Fair our Boſoms warm? 
Ten thouſand Arts the bright Diſſemblers arm. 
Oh! with what Jofs and Fears, by Turns they fill 
Our trembling Breaſts, and either cure or kill ? ; 
LI Their 
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Their dear bewitching Smiles our Hearts ſubdue z; 
With angry Frowns they often wound us too. 


A curling Lock does ſometimes fatal prove; 

An airy Dreſs enſnares us into Love. 

Sometimes I lay me at Lycetta's Feet, 

And vow from them, I ſhall my Ruin meet. 
To Cloe next I make my fond Pretence, 

And ſwear her Eyes can raviſh ev'ry Senſe. 

The following Day Dorinda | adore, 

And vowl never ſaw ſuch Charms before : 

Her balmy Breaſts fuch ſpicy Sweets impart, 
With Eaſe they win the moſt obdurate Heart. 
When fair Briſis grants me but a Kifs, 
How loudly I proclaim my Happineſs ! 
What killing Joys, and pleaſing Tranſports riſe, 
When Love's confeſs d by her obliging Eyes? 
Meliſſas lovely Cheeks, and ſparkling Bloom, 
Wound deep my Heart, from her I wait my Doom. 
Each circling Hour I ſend her Billet-deux, 

And every Poſt expect ſome welcome News: 
My weary'd Fancy by Delay grows tir d, 

And with th' united Sex my Soul is fir d. 
Miranda's ſwelling Breaſts my Heart enflame, 
And Thoughts ſuggeſt, good Breeding dares not name. 
On Idas Top had the but naked been, 

A nobler Sight the wond'ring Swain had ſeen. 
Then Delia's modeſt, but majeſtick Air, 
Tranſports, and drives her Lover to Deſpair. 
But yet the Charmer I with Eaſe forget, 

And fall in Love with Partheniſſa's Wit: 
Which, like Orinda's, does my Wonder raiſe, 
And my fond Tongue, dwells on the Charmer's Praiſe. 
Lucinda's Voice my raviſh'd Ears admire ; 

Her tuneful Accents ſet my Soul on Fire: 


＋ | . And 
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And whilſt ſhe ſings, on her bright Eyes 1 gaze, 
Tranſported with her Muſick, and her Face. 
Thus in my Fancy unconhn'd, I rove, 

Pleas'd with the 22 like Cloud-compelling Fave, 


0 
— — — * 


On the Players Progreſs to Oxford. 


7 Hen 2 Town did grow thin, and the Beaus did 
reſort 
Many Miles from the Play-houſe, the Park, and the Court; 
When to Tunbridge or Epſom our Sparks did repair, 
To manage Intrigue, or to take the freſh Air, 
The Players conſulted, and thought twould be fit, 
That the Sons of the Prophets ſhould taſte of their Wit. 
Forthwith they repair then to Oxford's fair City, 
And better their Fortunes by making Folks witty. 
In Prologue, they firſt ſhew'd why they came down; 
Which, they ſay, was out of Reſpect to the Gown. 
They're glad they're arriv'd at the Seat of the Muſes, 
And Wilk's, in Steele's Numbers, their Freedom excuſes; 
Tho Oldfeild, I'm ſure, as I am in Breeches, 
With a Word had done more than twenty long Speeches. 
With Pleaſure the Doctors themſelves would have ſtay d, 
To have hearhan Harrangue from a beautiful Maid: 
Contentedly too, thoſe ſolemn grave Fools, 
Would have left, for her Muſick, the Clack of the Schools. 
When the Play was begun, it was eaſily ſeen | 
How from Colledge, in Crowds, the Scholarsflock'd in; 
Unleſs one or two, who had, to get Knowledge, 
Firſt quitted the Cart, and then came to Colledge. 
The Muſicky the Women, the Action conſpire, 
To ſet the grave Fellows, and Doctors on fire; $530 
1 ö While 
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While the wonderful Pleaſure they take, is confeſt, 
By laughing aloud at ſome rank ſmutty Jeſt. 
The Nobles of Chriſt- Church, to ſhew they're well bred, 
Aud by Tutors inſtructed, as well as they're fed, 
With an impudent Air, and a Quality-Face, 
Bring their Sempſtreſs, or ſome other Wh— in her Place, 
The Commoner, rather than he will not fit, 
ln Spight of his Tutor, next Mifs in the Pit, 
At the Broker's will pawn both his Cap aud his 73 


For a Bottle or two of good Wine, and a Crown, 
The better to Phillis to make his Love known. 


| The S1zer, whoſe meagre, diſpirited Looks, 
Denotes that his Diet lies cluefly in Books, 

| Abroad dares not venture, leaſt Want ſhould prevail, 
And is tumbly contented to fot it o'er Ale; 

And does, with all Freedom, the Hardſhip diſcloſe, 
Of rifing at Five, and cleaning of Shoes. 


FINIS. 
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ALL Gentlemen, Ladicy and others, who are ple:$4 to contribute 
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any original Copies of Verſes, as 15 „Epigr &c. to 
this Gauen cnt dd d dt dreck ther 10 5 Fl 5. to be left 
mt Hilf's Coffee-houſe, next Apethecary's-Hall in Blackfryars, Londons, 


